Marc at Nice and he says they've been busy packing for
days. Darnley's moving out tomorrow."
" That settles it," I declared. " We shall go straight
back to the Mas des Roses. I should feel like a ghoul
wandering about here."
" You do get such strange ideas," my wife smiled as
we settled down in the car once more.
Arrived at our destination, I went straight to the little
doll's house of a library which Elizabeth Russell had built
together with a miniature garden well away from the house
where she did most of her work and where I had spent
most of the last few months. The cable I was expecting
was there. I saw the little green envelope on the top of
several others and some letters on my desk. I am not a
pessimist by nature but I felt my heart sink as I tore it open.
It was from New York and it did not mince matters.
The error of another man's ways had caused me a stagger-
ing but not of course annihilating financial misfortune.
I tore the cable into small pieces and made my way
out into that little strip of garden and to my hostess's
favourite chair to which she sometimes retired to study a
knotty point in her stories. I had always felt something
of her gentle influence lingering about the place, and it is
quite certain that after the first few minutes I wasted no
time in idle regrets. Something of that spirit of calm
philosophy which I had always envied the mistress of this
magic garden seemed to come to my own aid. I dealt
with my letters, drafted the necessary cable to New York,
and rang for my secretary, I went through the usual
little formula.
" Ready to dictate," I announced, and we started work
at once upon the sixth or seventh of the series of" Milan
Grill Room " stories which I was writing at the time.
Financial matters soon demanded my presence in
London and very reluctantly I took temporary leave of
our new home. I met for the first time and with great
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